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probably; and there was the boat gliding along, a little, fat
brooch of lights above its reflection.
How sweet that wisteria was, over our heads, its mass of
bloom thick and pale in starlight. A thousand other scents
were in that air, weighted with richness; but we staggered up
the flights of shallow old stone stairs. . . . Even stairs were
soothing, on Como; and outside the nightingale sang.